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TRAULUS, e. 
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| e 2 
A, Robin; What can Troulus mean 
By bell wing thug againſt the D—? 
Why doeghgcall him payultryScribler,! 
Papi: Jacobite and A lier ? of 
Vet cannot prove a fingle Fact. 5 
200M © Rt. N. 1% | 155 
Forgive him Tum his each is xackre 


{6 f TON. SUES [7 
What Miſchief cag the. Do— Sane Jone him | 


Thar Traulus calls for. V engence on bim 
Why. ppb he ſpunter, ſpaul and. flaver ic 8 
In vain, againſt the People's Fav! le? fd 
Revile that Nation: ſaying FR 1 
Which gays: the D the Num of Braper'y 4 
| Aides 5 ol. 141i 1s VIM 24 | 04k Ss 8 4 
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dad cold it thus/conceal'a Courtier 
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WIV Tom, 1 think the Caſc is plain, >: . 


Party and Ty have tutu d his Brain. 55 Ro 

F. OM . 7 TA 
Such Friendifip never Man profeſt, © 
The D — 


nurſt,” + 
Till God knows why, at laſt it burſt. 
That clumſy Outſide of a Porter, 


ROBIN 
Lown, Appen are bag; 


C4 


We till inũſt _ Man is Mad: VN 


3 
TOM zaun 


. Yet many a Wretch'i in Bedlam knows, | 
How to diftinguſh Friends from Foes; 
And tho perhaps among tie Rout, 
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; le wildly flings his Filth About; $114) k vt 
le ſtill has Gratitude and Sip*ence, 18.2614 
To fpare the Folks that ee Ha pence 


4”; [11 


Nor in their Eyes at Randam piles, BH 


But turns aſide like mad Ulyſſes g + 5464 = 
While Traulas all his Ordure ſcatters,, 2 3 


7 foul the Man he enen flatters, 
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For Paulus long his Rane uſe 
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Whence come Hepes 7 Fits 25 2 970 
0 25 18 
why Toth Man has fo his Wits oy 29 9 
ol 
Agreed. And ye yet, hen Tower ſnaps _, 
At People“ 8 Heels with frothy Chaps bed 
Hang's down 1 his Head, and rape his Tails, 
To ſay wil not avajl,:_ "vil 
The Rs all er £ 1 Shoot bim en 
Hang, Driws; « or kno 725 on the 16 
So Traulls ' when þ he firſt, Haage d. 


1 


I wonder why, he. Was dot bang d; 5 
For of the, two, 9 1 80 Diſpute, 
en "he lev 11 eee eee 0 


me N ts de Mater quires. 15 
Your barking Cars, will, ſelgem bike; 

And though you hear him tut-tut: ur-ters,, | 

He barks as faſt as he ei bite, 


He prates in e all, eu 3 


r 


115 1e 16 $3 19 0 Ty 
Is for Wo of e 5 tr 
\P or Words, a 5 
gBfope ; He 


(4) 
ROBIN. 
Why Tom, T think the Caſe is plain, 
Party and Spleen have turn'd his Brain. 


TOM. CR 
Such Friendſhip never Man profeſt, 
The D - was never ſo careſt: 


For Fraulus long his Rancour nurſt, 
Till God knows why, at laſt it burſt. 
That clumſy Outſide of a Porter, 


How could it thus conceal a Courtier * 


ROBIN. Pe, 
I own, Appearances are bad ; = WW 
*. ſtill inſiſt the Man is Mad. 

TOM. 


Vet many a Wretch in Bedlam knows, 
How to diſtinguſh Friends from Foes; 
And tho” perhaps among the Rout, 

He wildly flings his Filth about; 

He ſtil] has Gratitude and Sap'ence, * 

To ſpare the Folks that gave him Ha' Pence 

Nor in their Eyes at Randam piſſes, 

hut turns aſide like mad Uly/es: 

While Traulus all his Ordure ſcatters, 

Fo foul che Man he chiefly flatters. 
Whence 


(5) 


Whence come theſe inconſiſtant Fits? 
ROBIN. 
Why Zom the Man has loſt his Wits : 
T O M. | 
Agreed. And yet, when Towzer ſnaps 
At People's Heat with frothy Chaps; 
Hang's down his Head, and drops h his Tail, 
To ſay he's mad will not avail : 
The Neighbours all cry, Shoot bim dead, 
Hang, Drown, or knock him on the Head. 
So Traulus when he firſt harangu'd, 
I wonder why. he was not hang'd: 
For of the two, without Diſpute, 
Towzer's the leſs offenſive Brute. — 
ROBIN. 
Tom, you miſtake the Matter quite 
Your barking | Curs will ſeldem bite 3 | 
And though you hear him: MP -Lut-ter, 
He barks AS faſt as he can utter. 


11. 1 


| meant: 100 
puts in his Finger [4 15 IN 3 


To gropę on Words, and out they come. 
He 


(6% 
He calls you Rogue; There's nothing i in it; 
He fawns upon you in a Minute. 


Begs Leave to rail but d n his Blood, 
He only meant it for your Good. 

His Friendſhip was exactly tim'd, . 

He ſhot before your Foes were prim'd: 
By this Contrivance Mr, D—— 

By G 
Then iet W uſe you. e're ſo rough, 

' Twas ill for Love, and that's * 
For let him ſputter thro? a S--f--n, 
It never makes the leaſt Impreſſion. 
What are he ſpeaks for Madneſs ges, 


Tl bring you off az clean. 


\ 
k 


With no Effect on Friends or Foes. EY” 


TOM. 

The ſcrubeſt Cut in all the Pack 
Can ſet the Maſtiff on your Back. 
I own, his Madneſs is a Jeſt, | 
If that were all. 'But he's bete | 
| Incarnate with thouſand Imps, 
To work whoſe Ends, his Madneſs; pimps. 
Who o'er each String. and Wite prelige, 
Fill ey'ry Pipe. each Motion gajde. 

Ditecting 
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Directing ev'ry Vice we find | 
In Scripture, to the Dey”) aſſign'd: 
Sent from the Dark infernal Regin 
Inhim they lodge, and make him Legion. 
Of Brethren hes a falſe Acts er, 
A Sland'rer, Traytor and 'Seducer ; 
A fawning, baſe, trepaning Lyar, 
The Marks peculiar of his Sire. 
Or, grant him but a Drone at beſt : 
A Drone can raiſe a Hornet's Neſt 
The D hath felt their Stings before ; 
And muſt their Malice ne'er give o'er ? 
Still ſwarm and buzz about his Noſe ? 
But freland's Friends ne'er wanted Foes. 
A Patriot is a dung ru Poſt | 1 
When wanted by his Country moſt; 
Perverſely comes in evil Times, 
Where Virtues are imputed Crimes. 
His Gnilt is clear, the Proofs are pregnant, 
A Traytor to the Vices regnant. 

What Spirit ſince the World began, 
Could always bear to Sirive with Man ? 

| Which 


. 08-9 
Which God pronounc'd he never words 
And ſoon convinc'd them by a Flood. 
Yet ſtill che D on Freedom raves, 
3 always ſtrives with Slaves. 
| 'Tis Time at laſt to ſpare his Ink, 2 7. 
| And let them rot, or hang, or ſtink, | 
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